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he gave up his freedom. He recognised the
moment as having an immense importance for
him. Westminster, and the lords temporal and
spiritual, had beaten him. (But even then, it
seemed to him a huge paraphernalia to have set in
motion for that pitiable purpose.) He would marry
Alice. He would propose to her at the Russian
ballet on Saturday; Prince Igor should furnish a
fitting accompaniment. He would fulfil AnquetiPs
prophecy, even to the last detail. He would cease
to struggle. He would satisfy Society, his mother,
and the ghosts of his ancestors who had stood
where he was standing now.

Meanwhile, the pageant went superbly forward
from rite to rite. The undoubted King of this
Realm had been presented to his people at each
point of the compass, and at each point of the
compass had been recognised with loud and re-
peated acclamations and with the blare of trumpets
echoing against the stones from the pavement to
the roof. The waiting Altar had received the Bible,
the paten, and the chalice. Zadok the priest and
Nathan the prophet had been invoked, and the
crowning of Solomon recalled. Four Knights of
the Garter had raised a canopy of cloth of gold,
over the King. Oil from the Ampulla, poured from
the beak of the little golden eagle, had anointed
hi5 head, his breast, and his hands. His hands had
been dried with cotton-wool. The white tunic of
the Colobium Sindonis and the golden pall of the
Supertunica had replaced his robes of state, re-
vealing the mark of sunburn at the back of his